Schlegel, and it seems a funny thing to say, but I was ver
angry with you. What do you know about London? Yoi
only see civilization from the outside. I don't say in you
case, but in too many cases that attitude leads to morbidity
discontent, and Socialism.'

She admitted the strength of his position, though it undei
mined imagination. As he spoke, some outposts of poetr
and perhaps of sympathy fell ruining, and she retreated t
what she called her 'second line' - to the special facts of th
case.

* His wife is an old bore/ she said simply. ' He never wen
home last Saturday night because he wanted to be alone
and she thought he was with us.5

'Yes.' Evie tittered. 'He hasn't got the cosy home tha
you assumed. He needs outside interests.9
'Naughty young man !* cried the girl.
'Naughty?' said Margaret, who hated naughtiness mor<
than sin. 'When you're married, Miss Wilcox, won't yoi
want outside interests?'
6 He has apparently got them,9 put in Mr Wilcox slyly
'Yes, indeed, father.9
'He was tramping in Surrey, if you mean that,' saic
Margaret, pacing away rather crossly.
*Oh, I dare say!'
* Miss Wilcox, he was ! '
'M-m-m-m!' from Mr Wilcox, who thought the episode
amusing, if risque. With most ladies he would not have
discussed it, but he was trading on Margaret's reputation
as an emancipated woman.
'He said so, and about such a thing he wouldn't lie.*
They both began to laugh.
'That's where I differ from you. Men lie about their
positions and prospects, but not about a thing of that sort.'
He shook Ms head. 'Miss Schlegel,, excuse me, but I
know the type.'
' I said before - he isn't a type. He cares about adventures
rightly. He's certain that our smug existence isn't all. He's
vulgar and hysterical and bookish, but don't think that
1*8